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Summary: Erik invites Christine down for supper. Christine has a little too much to drink.





	Bad Idea

I should have known inviting Christine down was a bad idea. She had become too comfortable with my home, almost acting like it's hers. Yet,I kept inviting her down for supper or tea. Every night she accepted happily. Last night, I invited down for a late night supper. She gladly waltzed through my door, chatting on happily. She ate the dinner, remarking that it was good, but I think she was just being polite.

After supper, I poured us two glasses of red wine. We sat lazily on the sofa, in front of the roaring fire. "I don't drink a lot. Madame says it 'makes women loose' but I don't know what she means by that." She said, giggly, as she took a sip of wine. I hadn't noticed when she asked for another glass. Halfway into second glass, she had slipped from the sofa onto the floor, gazing into the fireplace.

"Angel?" She said, turning around, "Do _you_ know what a 'loose woman' is?"

"Christine- uh-well." I stammered.

"Is it a bad thing?" She slurred, rising from the floor and putting both arms on the couch, leaning over me in a most -uh- _indecent_ way. "Jaime said I was one, always disappearing off. But I wasn't angel! I was with _you_."

She was utterly drunk, the lightweight. "Christine, we need to get you to bed…" I said, trying to rise.

"Erik…." She giggled. I love to hear her say my name, hearing it from the lips of my angel. "Erik…" She teased.

She brought her knees up, each one on either side of my legs. I was trapped between her legs and her arms; her completely leaning over me. She ducked her head down to my ear and teased once more, "Erik…"

"Why won't you kiss me, angel? Don't you think I'm pretty?" She whined drunkenly.

"Christine- I-"

"Every night I come visit you and every night you send me away with a pat on the head. Don't you know I'm a woman now?" My eyes skimmed the line of her curves and breasts in the firelight. No doubt she was a woman…"Are you going to send me away again?" She said sadly.

"Christine, you can stay here tonight…"

"Yay! Thank you, Erik." She said, planting a kiss on the maskless side of my face. I'm still recovering from the shock. But in the morning, she claimed she didn't remember much from last night, blaming the wine. Yet, I saw a very red blush rise to her cheeks when she saw the fireplace.


End file.
